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Meeting Time 


Author's Notes: 
Just a short thing I'm gonna write and add here and there. 


There were some faces that he reognized, and most that he hadn't. Alot of them were musicians he'd done 
some work with before and others that he'd met through Peter Grant. From what Paul, Mick and Simon had 
said, Peter was fairly well-placed with his business with the band, as everyone had expected. IT wasn't until 
they had Bonzo, of all people, telling them to stay out of trouble, that itd become a hypocritical joke. What a 
laugh. At least the drummer could throw a good party. 


The brunet wore a black leather jacket over a plain white button up long sleeved shirt, faded blue jeans, and 
black leather work boots. Not exactly formal, but then again, "dressing to impress" wasn't the bassist's lifelong 


dream. Boz leaned against the barn door entrance, watching the people milling about, his golden-brown gaze 


falling upon the fair-haired blond bassist. 


His name was John Paul Jones, though he remembered somebody calling him Jonesy. The brunet snorted with 


amusement. He thought he looked familiar.. must've done session-work with him before. 


To Boz, the blond seemed far more reserved and quiet, much like himself in fact, and that alone worked like a 
magnet on him. There was no one answer as to why Jonesy had such power over him. The brunet could come 


up with all kinds of reasons and theories, but in the end, it was pretty fucking clear as to what it really was. 


Jonesy was just plain old adorble. 


